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son look, too, at the ruins and flames they were leaving behind.
"Look and remember, Richard," she admonished him through clenched teeth. Her eyes were ablaze with hate, her mouth distorted from pain. "Look and remember, my son. One day you will take vengeance for all this "
The three of us were on the way back from the barricade at Nowy Swiat Street, where we had delivered the group of women and children, when an explosion threw us to the ground. After we had pulled ourselves together, we found that both Barbara W. and I had come off easily, with scratches and braises only. But the soldier who had accompanied us was dead* He had been torn in half by the blast
Barbara W. remained at Command 2/4 I returned to our post I found Zofia at the station, at work, as usual. She was dressing the foot of a middle-aged, dumpy woman, who had been hit by a flying bnck. The woman was not badly hurt, but she had been suffering from an acute stomach ailment for several weeks, and this was the last straw. She sat on the stool, with Zofia kneeling at her feet, and rocked back and forth monotonously, wailing and whimpering* "Oh, dear Jesus, why did you let me live so long? You must loathe me not to let me die/*
\
During a riotous performance of German cannon and bombers, a courier from Dobra Street came to our post He reported that hand-to-hand fighting was going on ihare, that our men were badly in need of relief and that they had no nurses.
"What do you mean 'no nurses?" I asked. "You have four of them at that post, and I saw them at work myself aufy yesterday/*
"We ibad four," the messenger connected me. "Now we C only one left, and she is wounded, too.* Mono/ What happened?"